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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


Technically het. Technically. 


"Joel" 


Sav had gone to the loo after Joe's nineteenth birthday party. Everyone else had gone home or passed out, 
some managing to do both. It had been Steve's idea for a bloke's night and almost immediately Joe regretted 
it. A party with no girls at his parents house? As he blew out the cake Sav's mother made, he wished for 
some female company. Sadly the night passed without his women appearing, and the night was spent talking 

sports, music, getting drunk, and bragging about it all over again after Joe's parents headed upstairs for bed. 


"Joelll" 


Sav yelled for him, not a good yell at that. Maybe the bastard got his junk stuck in his zipper again. Wouldn't 


be the first time with those stovepipe jeans of his. Joe weaved his way over to the small bathroom and 
leaned against the wall, knocking quietly. "What mate? Got'cher bits in the zip?" 


The door Joe was leaning against opened and he stumbled in, Sav pulling him in and quickly closing the door 


behind him. 
"What the ‘ell?" Joe shielded his eyes as he tried to adjust to the brighter lights of the bathroom. 


"Joe." Sav was scared. Not that he'd seen it much, but they all pretended to be tough to get by in Sheffield, 


so for Sav to actually show he was scared was a pretty big deal. 


"What?" Joe did a quick look over, and after seeing no bits hanging out or massive puddles of blood and vomit 


gave upon what the problem could be. 
"The fuck happened to me?" 


Joe looked again, eyes trailing over Sav's face, from the dark brown curls that had gone slightly flattened 
through the party, to the soft cheekbones, down to where his shirt had gotten a bit snug.. Joe stopped and 
stared. 


"Fuckin'a Rick." Rick's nice white radio station tshirt was stretched tight by two roundish lumps that hadn't 
been there before he went to the loo. Joe stared at the small brown circle at the fullest part. His nipples 
poked out through the thin material. 


Sav crossed his arms over his chest. It was only then that Joe noticed the button on his jeans was open. It 


looked like the denim wouldn't close, not that Sav was leaving it undone as a fashion statement. 


"Will you stop staring and fuckin’ help me?" Joe noticed a slight flush on the curve of his cheek, looking out of 


place on his friend's face. 
"Help how? Whatddya want me to do?" 


"| don't know!" Sav swung his arms wide, giving Joe another peek at the new breasts. It never took much to 


get Joe excited, even if the nice rack was now sitting on his friend's chest. 
"Let me see ‘em." Probably Sav playing a joke on Joe. All that time spent in the loo before let him slip on one 
of those fancy London things those weird guys wore in the transvestite areas. At least Sav had picked a nice 


set, they were firm and fairly small, suited to his body type. 


Sav quickly looked down at his chest, using his thin arms to cover himself again. "No, Joe, just undo this. | 


don't wanna be a bird" 


"Gerroff, yer just faking it” Joe said confidently. There was no way a wish made over a birthday candle would 


turn Sav into a girl. That was Hollywood shit right there. 


Sav stepped closer and got in his face. He had shrunk a few inches as well, only barely hitting Joe's chin. 
"Does it look like I'm faking it?" 


Joe looked down into the big round eyes with the fuller lashes, the smother skin and softened cheeks. It was 
well past midnight and still no signs of stubble on his chin. Maybe it just wasn't the boobs. Sav was so close 
Joe could feel the warmth of his body in the small restroom. There wasn't much room and Joe didn’t see 
anything out of the ordinary laying about, no makeup other than his mothers and no prosthetic bits. Sav was 
smart though, he could still be testing Joe. "Let me touch ‘em, lets see if they're real." 


"Joe, no." Sav backed away again, putting some space between himself and the large mon. 

"Trust me, l'm a boob expert," Joe said. "They look fantastic." 

Sav turned towards the mirror and looked at himself. "Doesn't even look like me” He pulled on his eyelid and 
fussed with his hair. Joe watched as his arm lift pulled the shirt tight against his breast, the cotton clinging 
to the fullness and pressing the peaked nipple against the taught fabric. 

Sav stopped fussing with his hair as his eyes moved down the mirror. He stared, watching as his new chest 
rose and fell with his breaths. Carefully he brought a hand up to touch one, slimmer fingers smoothing over 
the new glands. He broke away from the mirror and stared down, fascinated as a fingertip traced the darker 
areola and the nipple hardened under his touch. 


"Ummm," he muttered as his brows knot together. 


Joe's cock was hard, and he was having a difficult time not reaching out and helping. Fake or not, it was looking 


good to him 
"Umm what Sav?" 

Rick only shrugged and ran a nail against the pert nipple. “Feels. weird? Good?" 

"Take your shirt off and give ‘em a good look. Never know when itll wear off" 

Sav's eyes flashed. "What if | dont change back, Joe?? What if lm like this for the rest of my life?" 

Joe started to say that it wouldn't be a bad thing, except he'd be down a bass player. The stricken look on 
Sav's face stopped him. He wouldnt want to be a girl either, at least for much longer than it took to feel 


himself up a few times. 


Sav looked down over his chest again. "My dick's gone!" he grabbed at the non-existant appendage and ran his 


fingers over the area in his jeans where it should have been. He snuck a hand under the denim and explored, 


sending his fingers into the darkness. When he couldn't feel himself, he started to hyperventilate and dig 
further into his jeans, looking for any of his lost manhood. “Joe. 


Poor Sav was shaking as he grabbed at himself. Joe was watching his best friend fall apart, granted his friend 
was now an incredibly hot woman, but nonetheless Sav was getting hysterical over his sudden change.. Joe 
wanted to help, awkwardly watching as Sav continued to not-quite-breathe and shake. There wasn't much Joe 
could do anyway, how did one un-wish a birthday wish? The color was starting to drain from Sav's face and 


Joe knew if he kept it up he would pass out soon 
Like he would do with any other girl, Joe wrapped Sav in his arms and held him close. His great big bear hug 
doing little to calm Sav's worsening state. He tipped his head down to look at Save's familiar features, distorted 


by the new hormones and remains of the night's drunken party. 


With almighty push, Sav managed to push himself away not moving Joe an inch. "I thought you was going ter 
kiss me," Sav said, backing up warily, eyes fixed on Joe. 


"Ha ha ha," Joe laughed emptily. "Maybe | was," he pretended to joke. "Got you to breathe again anyway." 
"Asshole," Rick muttered and turned back to the mirror. "Well, mom always said she wanted a girl. If things 
don't go back to normal." He posed in the mirror, turning his head slightly. "Guess this is what my sister 
would have looked like. Brian's gonna kill me." 


"He's gonna kill me," Joe muttered to himself, leaning back against the wallpaper and looking at Sav's new lines. 


Sav only raised an eyebrow questioningly and Joe shook it off, not wanting to have to explain further. "| can't 


stay like this!" Sav yanked at his hair again 


"What dya want me to do about it?" Joe was trying to remain calm. Even though this divine female form 


was locked in a bathroom with him, it was still Rick underneath the new skin. 
Rick stared at him, eyes wide in disbelief. "You did this. Dunno how, but it's got to be you." 


Joe placed a hand on his own still-flat chest. "I am offended. What makes you think | had anything to do with.. 


your problem?" 


Sharp eyes narrowed at him, squinting underneath the brown mop of curls. Sav poked a finger between Joe's 


splayed hand, digging into his chest. "Cos this is the fucked shite that ‘appens to you." 
Joe sighed. "Itll be gone by morning" Joe tried to sound convincing. He hoped he was right. 


Sav glared even more, and Joe was hopeful the change wouldn't be permanent. His glare was quite intimidating 


in a hen pecked kind of way. "How are your sure?" 


"Because | am." Joe pulled Sav's finger out of the middle of his chest and held it. "Trust me." 


Unconvinced, Sav backed off a bit, pulling his hand away from Joe's grip and heading back to the mirror. "So 
weird," he said after looking at himself for a short while. "I still think you'd've made the better chick" 


Joe opted to keep quiet, lest he stick his foot in his mouth. 


"So weird," Sav poked at his breasts again, watching down across his chin as they bounced slightly but held 
firm. "What do you think?" Sav grabbed at the hem of his shirt and pulled it up, twisting as the white fabric 


slid over his arms to hang limply in his hand. 


Joe's mouth dropped open as he stared at each prefect breast, salivating at the sight and having difficulty 


deciding which one he would focus on. 

"Joe?" 

"Huh? What?" Joe had to shake himself and drag his eyes up to Sav's face. "Sorry." 
The corner of Sav's mouth curled up in a slight smirk. "What do you think?" 


"Oh, l.. Uhhhh.. ahhh..." Joe stumbled, looking back to what Sav was showing him. He wanted to reach out and 
touch, and if it were a girl he would have a long time ago and probably moved on to more interesting things 


by now. "They're. nice," he said by default, not knowing the right thing to say. "Can | touch ‘em?" 
“Guess so," Sav said with a shrug. 


Joe's fingers ached as he slowly reached out. He didn't believe his luck. With one theory blown out of the 
water, his next idea was that he had passed out drunk and this was all a bad alcohol-fueled dream. Princess 
Margaret would probably show up next and he'd have a raging hard on for weeks every time the evening news 


ran. 


His fingers met warm skin and automatically cupped the familiar shape. His thumb rubbed across the pointed 
nipple and Sav gasped. Joe did it again and Sav gasped quieter, pushing his chest into Joe's palms. Joe had to 
swallow before he could get his voice to work. "These are really nice." Joe wanted to say something more 
accurate, but his brain had derailed since his fingers touched skin His cock throbbed in his pants, robbing his 
brain of the blood it needed to function. 


Rick's eyelids had drooped and his teeth caught his lower lip. "Feels different when you touch ‘em.’ 


"Yeah?" Joe tried to push Rick's breasts together, giving up when he realized they were too small to do 
much. It wasn't normally his type, but it didn't stop him from appreciating. 


"Yeah," was all Rick answered, closing his eyes while Joe played around. Joe watched him carefully, Sav's teeth 


grabbing a red bottom lip and pulling it until it turned pale. Joe swiped a thumb over an erect nipple and Rick 
moaned. Joe had to shift his feet and to try and find more room in his pants for his cock. 


Rick's eyes opened slowly, the thicker lashes fluttering with every move of his eyes. "Alright?" Joe stopped 


feeling him up, instead wrapping his arms around Rick's waist and pulling him close. 


Instead of answering Rick stood there, a pole axed expression on his face. His arms didn't match Joe's 
embrace, but weren't pushing him away either. "No, |." he trailed off, looking frustrated "Normally, when | 
feel like this I'd have a wank, but." he stepped back from Joe and waived a palm over the front of his still 
unbuttoned jeans. "There's nothing.” Rick shuffled his own feet this time, trying to move his hips. "I think my 


pants are stuck to me." 


"Yer probably just wet if you got girl bits now" He really wanted to slide his fingers into Sav's wet pants and 
find out, but somehow it didn't feel right. "How's it," he fought not to be crude, "how's it feel?" 


Sav shrugged, a hand finally landing on Joe's shoulder as he tried to unstick the underwear without actually 
touching himself. "Weird, like | said. The same, almost. Less throbbing, but more.. watery? Like electric 
butterflies or little tiny bits of popping candy." Joe reached out and ran a hand down Sav's flank, ribs all the 
way down to the waist of his jeans. Sav stretched and curved into the touch. "Shit, I'll never not touch a 


woman again." 
Joe did it again, the pads of his fingers tracing over the slightly padded ribs. "Beg pardon?" 


Sav curled into him again with a breathy noise. "Your hands. Everywhere." He squirmed as Joe slid his hands 
over the soft skin. "I think | have to piss" Joe reluctantly backed off, letting Sav calm himself and slow his 
breathing. "Shit," he heard Sav whisper as he looked at the toilet. Standing up was obviously out of the 
question. Sav hooked his thumbs in the jeans and slowly peeled them down, carefully sitting on the toilet. 


"Fucking jeans are ruined.” Joe noticed the large wet spot on the upended pants. 

With a raised eyebrow he leaned against the far wall. "Guess | was doin’ something right then" 

Sav hid his face in his hands. Joe had the courtesy to look away as Sav sat on the porcelain. "I don't think | 
have to go" Sav looked between his legs. "Nothing's coming out" He looked to Joe for advice. "Maybe 
something's wrong?" 

Joe had his theory from all the girls he talked to before, during, and after shagging. Sav was shyer and even 
though he had his share of ladies, he doubted Rick was as much of a talker. "What's it feel like?" Joe looked 


over to see Sav with a hand between his thighs. 


Sav pulled his hand out and looked at his fingers in the light. "Dunno, like tight. Pressure. Thought | had to 


pee." 


It was only half a step from the wall to where Sav was sitting, hardly more than a slight turn and a bend at 


the knees before Joe was crouched in front of his friend. "Hey," he put a finger under Sav's chin and brought 
Sav's face up. "How's it feel when | do this?" Joe ran the back of his fingers from Rick's jaw down his throat, 
stopping at his collar bone. 


Sav sucked in a quick breath as Joe traced over his skin. Joe's hand slid down to cup around a breast, 


kneading the firm flesh. 


"Makes it worse, doesn't it?" He didn't watch Sav's nod, his eyes instead glued to the peaked nipples. "Stand 
up," Joe pulled at Sav's hands, not missing the slipperiness on his right fingers. Rick let himself be pulled from 
the toilet, Joe closing the lid behind him. With his jeans around his ankles he let Joe turn him around and push 
him against the wall. "If you stay a girl you'll have to get used to that feeling” Joe raked his eyes down Sav's 
body one more time. "God damn" 


Joe closed the distance between them, pressing his lips against Rick's. Hands wandered up and down his back, 
Sav's hands he realized. Rick's simple acceptance fueled his desire. He made one hell of a chick, and Joe 
ground his erection into his hip. Joe snaked a hand down to Rick's new bits and slid a finger between his folds. 
He was wet, and shakily opened his legs to give Joe more room. Joe found the hard nubbin and stroked it with 
his fingertip. 


Rick moaned and clung on to his shoulders. The pants around his ankles were tying him down, and Joe's weight 
crushed him into the plaster but it felt good. Joe's finger continued working, swirling and pressing and sliding, 
circling around Rick's pussy without dipping inside. Joe's tongue matched what his finger was doing, lips moving 
against Sav's as their breaths grew shallower. 


Joe did everything he could to ease the ache in his dick. Rutting against Sav's hip wasn't cutting it anymore. 
He needed to fuck the beauty that all but landed in his lap. Reluctantly Joe pulled his hand out from between 
Sav's legs and grabbed him by the hips. He shimmied and pulled Rick up enough so that Rick's legs wrapped 


around Joe's waist. Joe groaned as Sav's weight settled on his hard cock. 

Pivoting, he placed Rick on the small sink and slid in between his legs. Rick pulled at his shirt, dragging it over 
his head. Joe ran with the encouragement, putting his hand back at Sav's wetness and stroking. He was ready 
and sucking on Joe's lips and face, hands stroking up and down Joe's back. Joe freed his hands to open his own 


jeans, sending them south before leaning into Sav's warmth. 


Sav melted to the end of the counter, legs rubbing against Joe's hips and pulling him in. It was a mere twist 
of Joe's hips and he pushed himself inside Sav, who stifled a moan and ached back towards the mirror. 


Joe's eyes fell closed at the tightness around his dick He paused, adjusting to the overwhelming sensation that 
he was lost in. Rick had wrapped a thin leg around his waist, pulling him closer as he lifted his hips. 


"Goddamn, Rick." He bit at Sav's lower lip, letting it fall slack as he pulled back and Sav breathed out. 


"Feels good," Sav breathed against his cheek "Weird." Wet lips trailed over his face and teeth nibbled at his 


ear. "Fuck me, Joe." 


Never one to disobey a naked woman's orders, Joe pushed himself forward again. Sav moaned and he had to 


hold his hand over Sav's mouth. "Ssssssh," he hissed. "My mom hears us and we're dead" 
Rick pulled Joe's hand away. "I can't help it, it just comes out. It feels good when you do that" 
"Wot, this?" Joe rocked his hips quicker this time, feeling the breath push out of Sav's lungs. 


"Yeah, that," he breathed. "Keep it up and | won't be able to be quiet" 


Joe smiled evilly and started moving, working Sav like he would any other girl. Sav bit his lip and turned red in 
the face, trying not to make a sound. Joe caressed his breasts, lowering his mouth to suck a pointed nipple 


into his mouth and suck on it. Sav jerked but remained quiet. 


Joe flicked his tongue over the end as he let go, moving back to Sav's mouth for a kiss. "Next time, we'll find 


someplace where you can scream. | want to hear you." 
P y Y 


Sav panted but made no reply, his eyes rolling back in his head. His nose flared with every breath, mouth 
open and wet with spit from their kisses. Joe knew what to do, and again ran his hand between them, finding 
Sav's clit and rubbing it gently. Rick's leg jerked and his hips pushed into Joe's hand. Joe felt the sudden 
clenching of Sav's muscles and the flood of moisture between his legs. Joe pushed himself into Sav harder, 
using his fingers to diddle the tiny bit of hard flesh, trying to hold himself in check as Sav squirmed and 


clamped down on him. 


He felt Sav shatter, the panting stopped as Sav stiffened and climaxed. Joe was drunk on the sight with his 
sweat damp curls and flush riding his cheeks. Joe already knew once wouldn't be enough and he'd fantasize 


about right now for the rest of his life. 


Once Sav came down, Joe withdrew his hand, holding it to Rick's lips for him to taste. Slowly Joe started to 
move again, sliding easily and filling his nose with the scent of them. A pink tongue shyly slid out and lapped at 
his finger. Rick's eyes were ice blue now, calm from their explosion a few minutes ago. Joe stared into those 
familiar eyes and pulled Rick in for a deep kiss, forgetting to be gentle and loving and pounding into the wet 


heat surround him. 


Release washed away all of his worries, forgetting the need for quiet he grunted into Sav's neck. Warm arms 


wrapped around his shoulders and held strong, the weight of another's head falling against his. 


The house creaked in the night time silence as their breathing and heartbeats slowed. "D'ya think yer parent's 


heard us?" 


Joe listened to the house noises and the night time heat through the open windows. "Don't think so." 


Sav sighed, keeping his arms wound around Joe's neck Joe's back was bent at an awkward angle, but for this 


he'd gladly pull a muscle. “Tired, Joe," Sav fought a yawn and lost. 


"To bed then" Reluctantly he pulled away, holding Rick's hand as he jumped down from the sink and wobbled 
the landing. "Y'gonna stay with me?" 


Rick's brow furrowed as he bent to pick up his discarded jeans and slid them on. They still didn't button at 
the waist. Joe grabbed his shirt and held it out to him, watching as he pulled it back on. Sav only shrugged. 


"Guess so." He looked down at himself again. "Can't go home like this, can |?" 


Joe pulled him in against his body, tucking him under an arm and planting a kiss on his temple. Joe bit back 
what he wanted to say and opted for something more neutral. "You could Should be gone by morning” Any 
mentions of wanting Sav to stay as he was or doubts about when this change would wear off wouldn't help 


anyone. Sav would probably cut him off if he said the wrong thing. 
"You're sleeping on the floor, mate." 


"Fuck you, I'm not" Joe gave him a quick squeeze. "We can share and | can keep an eye on you." Joe hoped to 
get at least one more session in before Rick changed back. "C'mon, to bed," Joe hauled him up the stairs 
before he could protest, letting Sav climb first to watch his ass as he climbed. It wouldn't be the first time 
his mum had found a girl in his room but it would be a lot easier to explain than having Rick in his bed. It 
would probably be the only time this could ever happen, and Joe wasn't about to waste it. 


